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He had a tall stature and delicate facial features, with black eyes that cast vague 
reflections of uncertainty. He stepped out onto the marble terrace, overlooking a tree- 
lined garden. He stood there holding a glass of whiskey and leaning one hip against 
the edge of a white table covered with a decorative tablecloth. When he heard the 
phone ringing in a corner of the hall, he gulped down almost half the contents of the 


glass and walked quietly back into the hall. The kitchen door was closed. 


